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Editor's  Letter 


This  spring,  QUAD  received  more  than  150  submissions  of  poetry,  prose,  photography,  painting, 
and  sculpture.  Choosing  the  best  from  among  them  was  not  easy.  We  had  to  turn  down  many 
outstanding  pieces  because  we  simply  did  not  have  room  for  them.  I  hope  you  take  the  time  to  look 
through  the  magazine.  I  think  this  issue  shows  how  important  creative  expression  is  to  the  students  of 
Birmingham-Southern  College.  QUAD  hopes  not  only  to  provide  an  outlet  for  that  creativity,  but  also  to 
inspire  others. 

Student  support  and  enthusiasm  for  QUAD  have  improved  tremendously  since  my  freshman 
year.  We  receive  more  submissions  each  semester,  and  the  staff  has  nearly  doubled.  I  hope  this  issue  of 
the  magazine  reflects  that  enthusiasm. 

I  have  enjoyed  my  year  as  editor,  and  I  want  to  thank  the  people  who  made  the  job  manageable: 
the  assistant  editors  and  staff  for  all  their  hard  work;  Dr.  Sprayberry  for  her  support  and  advice;  and  the 
SGA  for  allowing  the  magazine's  budget  to  grow  as  needed  and  for  providing  a  Macintosh  computer  to 
make  our  layout  process  much  easier.    I  also  want  to  wish  the  best  of  luck  to  Russ  Rice  and  the  rest  of 
the  1992-93  staff. 

Amorak  Huey 


Policy 


QUAD  is  the  student  art  and  literary  magazine  of  Birmingham-Southern  College.  Funded  by  the 
Student  Government  Association,  QUAD  is  currently  published  twice  a  year.  The  faculty  adviser  is  Dr. 
Sandra  Sprayberry.  Any  BSC  student  may  submit  written  work  to  Box  A-46  or  give  art  and  photography 
to  the  art  editor. 

QUAD  staff  members  judge  all  submitted  work  anonymously.  We  reserve  the  right  to  edit 
manuscripts  for  clarity,  punctuation,  and  grammar.  The  views  expressed  in  QUAD  are  those  of  the 
artists  and  authors  and  are  not  necessarily  those  of  the  staff,  faculty  adviser,  Publications  Board,  SGA,  or 
Birmingham-Southern  administration. 
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The  Spirit  of  Dance 

Shanda  Beste 


Assignment 


She  told  us  to  go  outside  and  hug  trees. 

I  thought  she  was  joking 

but  anyone  who  owns  a  chia-Elvis 

and  a  vial  of  yellowish  Elvis  sweat 

is  probably  serious  about  hugging  trees. 

I  turn  to  my  friend, 

make  a  snide  comment, 

then  snatch  my  backpack 

from  the  dirty-white  floor. 

I  am  the  first  to  file  outside 

before  anyone  but  my  friend  can  watch  me. 

He  hugs  it  first  (I  make  him) 

because  he  is  more  artistic  than  I 

and  sees  the  value  and  humor 

in  hugging  trees. 

When  he  is  finished  (my  God,  he  smiles) 

I  step  close  to  the  tree 

and  stretch  my  arms 

around  the  too-wide  trunk. 

For  a  solitary  second 

I  hold  stubbornness 

in  my  twig-scratched  arms, 

then  gratefully  push  myself  away 

to  brush  the  tiny  bits  of  bark 

off  the  front  of  my  t-shirt. 

I  walk  away,  my  fingertips 

tracing  the  maze-like  indentations 

stamped  into  my  cheek. 

—Ellen  Schendel 


For  Jacqueline 

Leslie  Nuby 


Take  Care 

Leigh  Haynie 


"Hello." 

"Hey,  how  are  you  doin'?" 

"Alright..."  I  said  in  a  tentative  voice. 

"You  busy?" 

The  voice  was  high.  Kinda  gravelly,  like 
she  was  somebody's  grandmother. 

"Grandma?" 

The  voice  choked  out  a  laugh.  "Well  I'm 
somebody's  grandma,  but  I'm  not  yours,  honey. 
I  just  wanted  to  talk  to  somebody.  Sometimes  I 
do  this.  A  lot  of  times  people  hang  up  on  me. 
Sometimes,  they  think  I'm  crazy  and  ask  me  if 
they  need  to  call  the  hospital,  or  police,  or 
something.  I  ain't  crazy,  honey.  If  s  just  that 
sometimes  this  old  house  gets  lonely." 

It  sounded  just  like  my  Grandma  Calvert. 
I  could  just  picture  her  sittin'  by  the  telephone, 
smoking  her  Vantage,  and  watchin'  the  dogs 
jump  around  wishin'  she  had  someone  to  talk  to. 

"Yeah,  I  guess  we  all  get  lonely 
sometimes,  just  need  to  hear  another  person's 
voice." 

"Now,  honey,  if  you're  busy,  just  let  me 
know  and  I'll  turn  the  T.V.  up  a  little  louder. 
That  helps  most  of  the  time.  The  noise  and  all. 
'Course,  lately,  it  just  gets  so  nasty  I  can't  watch' 
em  anymore.  People  don't  know  how  to  treat 
each  other  these  days.  That  ole  Geraldo, 
especially,  and  Ofrah  and  all  those  ole  shows 
make  my  stomach  turn  just  watchin  'em.  Do 
you  watch  'em?" 

She  sounded  like  she  wanted  to  make  this 
a  conversation.  I  certainly  needed  one. 

"No.  They  make  me  embarrassed.  I  hate 
to  see  people  make  fools  of  themselves." 

"Hmmm.  Yeah..." 

There  was  a  lull.  I  hate  silences  on  the 
telephone.  I  can't  see  what  a  person  is  thinkin'. 
If  I'm  standin'  there  talkin'  with  someone  and 
there's  a  lull  in  the  conversation  and  a  person 
turns  her  eyes  away~I  always  end  it.  Or  if 
someone  looks  nervous,  I  can  say  somethin' 


stupid  that'll  make  him  laugh.  But  not  on  the 
phone.  The  phone  cord  controls  the  ups  and 
downs  of  a  conversation  and  they  are  completely 
beyond  my  control.  I  am  powerless. 

"Well..."  I  said,  thinkin'  this  would  give 
her  the  perfect  out  if  she  wanted  one,  or  get  her 
talkin'  if  she  really  wanted  a  conversation. 

"Well,  whaf  s  goin'  on  in  your  life." 

The  words  were  phrased  so  matter-of- 
factly,  so  assuredly.  The  words  weren't  a 
question,  but  rather  a  statement.  As  if  the  facts 
were  already  there. 

"Well,  uhhh.  I  guess  you  need  to  know 
who  I  am.  My  name  is  Stephanie  Calvert  and 
I'm  from  Trade,  Alabama.  All  my  kinfolks  are 
from  Cullman  County.  I'm  a  senior  at  UAH. 
And  I  don't  know  what  I'm  goin'  to  do  with  the 
rest  of  my  life." 

"Oh  yeah,  and  I  don't  have  a  boyfriend.  I 
have  no  social  life  to  speak  of..."  I  tried  to  think 
of  anything  else  a  woman  like  her  would  be 
interested  in. 

"And,  uhh,  I  was  raised  Baptist,  but  now  I 
don't  like  going  to  church  anymore,  if  s  too  fake. 
Most  of  my  kinfolks  are  Southern-Baptist, 
though. 

Grandma  Calvert  had  to  be  sitting  at  the 
end  of  this  telephone  line.  I  heard  the  electric 
heater  popping,  I  smelled  the  cigarette  smoke,  I 
smelled  the  open  Spam  on  the  table.  I  also 
didn't  want  to  perpetuate  either  one  of  out's 
feeling  of  lostness  and  emptiness,  so  I  stayed 
away  from  non-existent  phone  calls,  visits,  hugs, 
and  smiles.  But  she  had  other  ideas. 

"Do  you  miss  somebody  giving  you  a 
goodnight  kiss  every  night?" 

No  fair.  We  were  both  depressed.  I 
should  have  hung  up  the  phone,  but  I  needed  a 
voice,  right  then,  I  needed  some  contact. 

"Yeah,  I  miss  it  a  lot." 

"What  do  you  do?" 

"I., .forget  about  it  most  of  the  time.  And 


then  when  I  see  a  couple  at  the  grocery  store,  or 
the  movies,  or  I  see  a  baby  and  its  mamma... I  get 
jealous.  Sometimes  I  get  mad  that  I  don't  have 
somebody.  Then  I  usually  start  thinkin'  about 
how  if  s  my  fault  that  I  don't  have  anybody  and 
that  I'm  selfish  and  shy  and  self-conscious  and 
about  a  million  other  bad  things.  Then  I  start 
thinkin'  about  this  guy  that  I  could'  ve  had  a 
good  thing  with,  but  blew  it...."  In  a  resigned 
monotone  I  said,  'Tve  said  a  lot  more  than  you 
probably  wanted  to  hear." 

"Honey,  I  don't  think  you  can  ever  say 
enough.  You  need  to  talk.  You  need  somebody 
to  hug  you.  You  know  that  nice  pastor  on  T.V. 
says  a  body  needs  at  least  three  hugs  a  day  to 
survive,  and  I  believe  him.  I  do." 

I  laughed.  Then  stopped.  I  started 
thinkin'  about  how  she  and  I  both  needed  a  good 
deal  more  than  that  nice  pastor  on  T.V.  could 
give  us.  I  started  thinkin'  about  us  two,  lonely 
women.  Different  reasons  for  bein'  lonely,  mind 
you. 

Her  loneliness  came  from  remembering  a 
husband,  a  busy  life,  tragedies,  kids,  security  in 
her  day-to-dayness.  My  loneliness  came  from 
anticipatin'  all  these  things.  My  life  seemed  on 
permanent  hold. 

"Somedays,"  I  said,  tryin'  to  give  words 
to  my  thoughts,  "I  don't  think  the  three-hugs- a- 
day  days  will  ever  get  here.  I  think  Today  is  the 
day  I  get  used  to  bein'  alone.  Today  is  the  I  stop 
anticipatin'  what  will  be,  and  just  be.'  I  always 
say  that,  but  it's  no  time  before  I  get  to  back  to 
like  I  was  before,  like  I  always  am." 

It  was  quiet  on  the  other  end.  Amazin'. 
This  woman,  this  poor,  old,  lonely  woman  called 
me  hopin'  for  a  little  company,  and  what  do  I 
do?  I  selfishly  dumped  on  her,  just  because  I'm 
too  cheap  to  see  a  therapist,  or  too  scared  to  find 
a  friend.  Great,  Stephanie,  just  great. 

"Child.  If  s...if  s..."  she  started,  but 
couldn't  find  the  words  she  wanted  to  say.  I  felt 
bad  for  her  because  I  knew  she  wanted  to  say 
somethin'  wise  and  helpful,  but  couldn't. 

I  decided  to  say  somethin'.  I  decided  to 


stop  expectin'  and  clingin'  to  instant  therapy. 
Stop  burdening  a  stranger  with  my  desire  for 
depth. 

"Listen  to  me  talkin'.  You've  got  to 
understand.  I  always  go  on  like  this  when  I'm 
studyin'  for  a  test." 

I  lied  in  my  best  down-home  country 
drawl.  T  sit  here  with  all  these  books  and  just 
want  to  explode.  Don't  listen  to  all  my  ramblin's 
on."  I  laughed,  to  add  credence  to  my  words. 
She  seemed  taken  by  it. 

"Honey,  I  can  just  imagine.  I  don't  know 
how  you  young  people  do  it.  All  those  books, 
math,  and  science.  But  I  guess  you  have  to  if 
you  want  to  get  a  job  these  days." 

We  returned  to  our  respective  ages.  I  was 
conscious  that  an  old  woman  I  didn't  know  had 
called  me. 

"Are  you  O.K.?" 

"Why,  yes.  It  was  nice  to  hear  a  young 
person's  voice.  Look  at  the  time.  It's  almost  7:00 
and  thaf  s  when  that  nice  Andy  Griffith  comes 
on.  I  always  like  him." 

"Yeah,  he's  pretty  funny  alright,"  I  said 
with  a  smile  on  my  face,  thinking  of  all  the  old 
people  who  sit  around  watching  bad  T.V.,  just 
because  if  s  nice. 

"Well,  honey,  you  just  put  those  books 
down  for  a  little  while,  get  you  a  nice  fellow,  and 
ya'll  go  get  a  co-cola,  O.K.?" 

She  had  forgotten  everything  I  had  said. 
She  probably  hadn't  even  listened,  which  was 
good.  'That  sounds  like  a  good  idea,  I  think  I'll 
do  that.  Now  you  turn  on  that  T.V.  It's  Tuesday 
night,  and  there's  usually  some  pretty  good  stuff 
on  T.V." 

"Alright.  Well  now,  you  take  care  and 
thanks  for  talkin'  to  an  old  lady." 

"Well  you  take  care,  too,  alright?" 

"O.K.  honey.  Bye-bye." 

"Bye." 

I  watched  "Matlock"  that  night.  I  even 
laughed  at  some  of  the  more  stupid  attempts  at 
humor.  But  I  didn't  call  a  boy,  and  I  didn't  get  a 
coke,  and  I  most  certainly  didn't  take  care. 


your  headache  is  almost  gone 


Alex  O'Briant 


i  like  to  take  care  of  you  to  watch  your  emotions  wash  subtly  over  your  face  as  you  sleep  to  feel  your 
sigh  against  my  palm  as  i  trace  my  fingers  from  one  soft  spot  to  another  you  mumble  something 
about  being  spoiled  and  i  don't  argue  with  you  and  when  i  ever  so  gently  massage  your  palm  and 
fingers  i  think  how  right  you  are  your  thumb  lightly  reaches  out  to  touch  my  hand  to  let  me  know 
you  are  here  with  me  and  i  can't  help  but  smile  because  you  made  my  night  then  when  you  sleep 
deeply  for  a  while  i  tuck  myself  away  behind  you  and  softly  massage  your  feet  whenever  i  am  not 
sleeping  myself  when  i  awake  you  are  still  there  peaceful  and  aching  for  more  sleep  and  more  i  ease 
off  the  bed  and  pull  out  a  soft  old  quilt  to  cover  both  of  us  with  and  although  it  is  already  dark  i  turn 
off  the  remaining  light  and  when  the  blanket  touches  your  skin  you  suddenly  remember  that  i  am 
here  with  you  and  ask  about  the  time  i  can't  understand  your  words  muffled  as  they  are  through  the 
pillow  but  i  know  you  well  enough  to  whisper  two  thirty  in  return  and  ease  my  hand  behind  your 
head  to  touch  your  hair  again  your  headache  is  almost  gone  i  can  tell  by  the  smoothness  of  your  brow 
it  was  so  heavy  before  i  know  you  are  debating  whether  you  should  go  back  to  your  own  bed  or  not 
and  i  know  you  will  leave  soon  but  i  lie  just  a  little  longer  content  to  feel  you  rise  and  fall  beneath  me 
your  breath  brushing  my  ear  so  lightly  telling  me  you  want  to  stay 


Feather  Bed 

Sarah  Hershberger 


Cor  Cordium 


i. 

The  wind  that  tossed 

the  weary  traveler 

shore  to  shore 

still  scatters 

clouds  across  the  twilit  sky. 

A  restless  impulse  urged  him  to  embark 

And  meet  lone  Death  on  the  drear  ocean's  waste. 

n. 

She  felt  his  weight 
upon  her  and  gathered 
to  meet  him,  her  salty 
probings  silencing 
his  keen  longing 
for  their  fusion. 

m. 

A  flame  sputters 

on  the  hasty  pyre 

as  incense  carries 

the  lovers  heavenward. 

A  heart  is  drawn  from  the  heat; 

a  coal  that  burns 

with  restless  entropy; 

the  heart  that  feeds. 

—Daniel  Evans 


11 


Misunderstanding 

The  four  o'clock  rain 

came  early  and  I  ducked 

quickly  into  the  grey  stone 

entrance  of  the  cathedral. 

A  sign  by  the  wooden  portal 

read  MASS  IN  ENGLISH. 

I  pushed  open  the  door  and  entered 

the  cool  dim  silence. 

Stained  glass  silhouetted 

columns  and  buttresses 

in  soft  blue  light. 

I  wandered  past  saints  secreted 

in  dark  alcoves  towards  the  glow 

of  the  votive  candles. 

The  lone  flicker  at  the  altar 

caught  my  gaze  and  held  me, 

hypnotized  by  the  undulating  dance 

of  the  tiny  figure. 

The  gate  to  the  sanctuary  moaned 

as  I  mounted  the  cold  marble. 

I  wandered  between  brazen  fixtures 

toward  the  filigreed  housing 

of  the  crimson  prisoner. 

As  I  reached  to  touch  the  hot  glass, 

I  turned  to  the  whisper  of  fabric 

in  shadows  behind  the  shrine. 

Que  haces,  senor? 

I  was  already  stumbling  backward 

as  the  red  shards  spread 

thick  wax  across  the  sallow  floor. 

Sweat  slicked  my  palms;  I  burst 

through  the  door 

and  plunged  into  the  torrent. 

—Daniel  Evans 
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Umbrella 

Sarah  Hershberger 


His  Writing  Story 


Stephen  Nickson 


A  clink  of  can  and  glass,  the  top  button  of 
the  remote  control  sinks  beneath  the  thumb,  the 
T.V.  dies  grey.  He  pushes  himself  up,  away 
from  the  Lazy-Boy,  away  from  the  cokes  and 
chips,  away  from  the  idiocy  of  talk  shows. 

His  head  buzzes  as  if  bees  have  built  a 
home  between  his  ears,  they  sting  his  brain 
thoughtless.  He  steps  from  the  den—dull,  numb- 
-but  the  knew  to  get  outside.  Sleep  had  almost 
taken  him  again,  the  winter  vacation  yawns 
were  in  full  force:  when  it's  light  out,  he  naps  his 
way  through  the  T.V.  Guide;  at  night,  his  eyes 
close  only  for  him  to  blink. 

Chicken,  turkey,  beans,  cheesecake, 
dressing,  icing,  milk,  all  mixed  in  a  hazy  blender 
and  tunneled  down  his  throat.  He  is  bloated,  fat 
with  Christmas.  He  has  become  a  slimeless  slug, 
paraplegic  in  his  dad's  T.V.  chair  with  a  remote 
control  right  hand.  During  exams,  when  he  was 
too  busy  to  "create,"  he  anticipated  this  time: 
books  read,  movies  seen,  poems  and  stories 
written,  new  people  met,  culture  embraced,  life 
lived.  He  wanted  to  write,  to  create,  but  for 
now,  he  is  resting,  waiting.  One  more  late  night 
movie,  one  more  shower,  one  more  bag  of  pizza 
rolls,  and  then  he'll  be  ready.  Just  wait  until 
these  shoes  wear  out,  then  write  about  them: 
rural  brown,  paint-spattered,  lace-tips  frazzled 
like  dandelions.  But  wait  until  they  are  leather 
leaves,  then  set  them  up  like  one  of  those  art 
pieces  at  school.  Maybe  someone  could  even 
paint  them,  then  he  could  write  about  them  and 
glorify  that  they  were  worthy  of  painting:  they 
had  tasted  the  streets  of  the  world,  they  were  the 
gloves  of  his  feet.  But  all  this  would  have  to  wait 
for  inspiration,  until  he  wasn't  tired,  and  until 
they  wore  out. 

For  now,  they  rest  on  the  pedals  of  his  car, 
flooding  the  engine  and  staining  the  clutch  cable. 
He  bangs  the  dash  above  the  glovebox,  and  it 
drops  open.  Like  a  tongue,  he  thought.  I  could 
write  about  that.  Its  contents  spill  out  like 


vomit— no,  too  vulgar,  not  serious.  Like  the 
contents  of  Pandora's  Box— too  romantic.  Like 
words  off  a  tongue.  Its  contents  spilled  like 
words  from  a  tongue.  Yes,  he  likes  that.  One  for 
the  notebook.  If  only  he  could  string  together  all 
these  abstract  little  quotes,  beautiful  similes. 
And  the  storylines.  Hundreds  of  them, 
bombarding  constantly,  like  sex  on  television. 
He  couldn't  get  away  from  it.  Sometimes  he  was 
so  preoccupied  with  making  the  storyline— 
which  he  might  jot  down  but  never  develop- 
that  the  thing  he  got  it  from  became  sterile. 
Places  are  losing  their  value,  their  quaintness, 
their  reason  for  being,  except  possibly  for  a 
story.  People  are  becoming  vague  figures,  just 
stock  or  round  characters  for  his  imagination  to 
play  with.  The  worst  is  that  he  is  a  plagiarizer 
who  never  turns  in  the  paper;  all  this  happens 
for  nothing,  because  he  is  too  insecure  and  lazy 
to  finish  anything  he  starts.  People  might  think 
he's  stupid,  or  call  him  a  fag,  or  hate  what  he 
wrote,  or  just  plain  not  understand  it.  But  he  is 
going  to  do  it.  He  could  overcome  all  of  these 
things  if  he  wasn't  so  tired.  Soon,  he'd  stop 
being  tired,  stop  being  passive. 

He  jams  the  key  in  the  ignition,  and 
before  remembering  that  Lethal  Weapon  II 
comes  on  HBO  at  3:00,  he  is  driving  aimlessly, 
but  safe  from  the  television,  five  red-lights  from 
his  house. 

Where  do  I  go?  What  do  I  do  to  become  a 
writer?  The  library.  Yes,  great  writers  are  great 
readers.  Hemingway,  Faulkner,  Melville, 
Dickenson,  Yeats.  These  names  spill  out  like 
food  from  the  grocery  bags  that  his  mom  buys 
during  Christmas.  But  it  is  too  much  food  for 
thought,  such  a  wealth  of  knowledge,  so  readily 
available,  so  overwhelming.  Where  is  he  going 
to  start?  Where  did  they  get  their  beginnings? 
He  knows  he  isn't  oppressed;  he  couldn't  think 
of  a  single  problem.  His  dad  pays  for  his 
insurance  and  gas  and  college  bills.  There  is 
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always  money  in  the  bank,  food  on  the  table,  and 
love  on  the  telephone.  What  is  he  going  to  write 
about?  Something  with  meaning,  something 
with  moral,  something  that  would  be  more  than 
just  a  story.  Shit. 

He  pulls  into  a  handicap  space  and  idles. 
If  only  it  were  true,  then  maybe  he'd  have 
something.  Some  pain,  some  little  quirk, 
something  to  inspire.  No  wheelchair  or  missing 
legs,  just  something  to  deserve  one  of  those  little 
blue  stickers,  the  ticket  to  parking  in  the  front. 
He  realizes  what  he  is  thinking  and  locks  his 
eyes  in  the  rearview.  His  face  is  cherry  dull, 
embarrassed  at  his  own  thoughts.  Disgusted,  he 
grinds  the  gears  into  reverse  and  pulls  away 
from  these  thoughts  of  blue  lines  and  easy  strolls 
back  into  an  open  space  for  people  like  him. 
Average  people,  the  same  people.  He  is  a 
regular  person  between  regular  lines,  yellow  and 
normal.  With  this  doomed  sentence,  he  rolls  out 
of  his  car  with  the  agility  of  an  old  man  and 
walks  in. 

Inspiration:  the  smell  inside.  That  dusty, 
oak-barreled,  old  people  smell,  like  a  wine  cellar 
in  a  nursing  home.  He  loves  his  small  town's 
library  for  that  smell,  less  sterile  than  a  hospital, 
not  quite  dirty,  but  somehow  tainted  with 
boredom  and  sleep. 

So  he  can't  read  there.  Too  quiet.  He 
hears  people  breathe  and  whisper,  constant  sss 
sounds  like  someone  sweeping  a  cement 
sidewalk.  The  young  lovers  staring  over  unread 
books,  a  librarian  writing  some  kid's  essay  for 
him,  the  old  men  reading  the  paper  and 
coughing  up  wallpaper  glue.  He  looks  again. 
All  these  girls  with  makeup  plastered  on  their 
cheeks,  guys  with  gold  chains  and  caterpillars 
growing  on  their  lips,  homeless  men  with  dirty 
hair  sagging  beneath  convenience  store  hats, 
pretending  to  read  The  New  York  Times. 

At  the  counter,  his  books,  his  classics,  spill 
from  his  hands.  He  forgets  them  to  undress  the 
check-out  girl.  His  eyes  lock  on  her  neck,  and 
the  next  thing  he  knows,  they  are  in  the 
bathroom  with  the  light  off,  ripping  each  other's 
clothes,  and  the  smell  of  Ajax  is  all  he  can  see, 


and  light  bursts  in  and  the  head  librarian  is 
above  him  and  says  to  keep  the  noise  down,  that 
all  patrons  aren't  so  lucky  and  we  shouldn't  rub 
it  in,  and  she'd  feel  a  lot  better  if  we  used 
condoms. 

"Card  please."  His  eyes  get  sharp. 

"Excuse  me,  card  please." 

His  eyes  come  back  to  focus,  her  words 
shattering  the  image,  it  dies  in  her  knowing 
smile.  He  hands  her  his  card,  and  she  gives  him 
an  expectant,  parental  glare  and  tells  him  that 
the  small  book  is  a  reference  book,  and  reference 
books  must  stay  in  the  library.  With  these  words 
she  seems  uglier,  spiteful,  and  he  spits  out  a 
thank  you,  leaves  the  little  book  for  her  to  deal 
with,  and  walks  out  in  the  drizzling  rain. 

He  walks  numb,  slow  to  his  car.  He 
barely  feels  his  feet  wrapped  in  his  shoes,  and 
the  rain  drops  that  pepper  his  eyes  and  dribble 
down  his  face  are  irritating,  like  the  unseen 
spray  of  a  sprinkler.  She  knew.  She  knew  what 
I  was  thinking.  She  was  just  toying  with  me. 
But  these  fantasies  come  over  him  like  his 
writing  ideas,  in  uncontrollable  waves.  But  they 
die  just  as  quickly.  The  tide  changes,  or  the 
moon  moves,  or  he  just  remembers  his 
inadequacy,  his  insecurity,  and  he  no  longer  has 
the  fantasy  or  more  than  an  idea  of  what  to  write 
about.  But  he  has  left  it  behind  for  now.  He  can 
recluse  in  his  car,  maybe  to  write,  maybe  about 
her. 

The  rain  sheets  down,  harder  and  harder. 
He  stares  at  the  droplets  running  marathons 
down  his  windshield.  They  would  start  in  slow, 
separate  units,  grinding  slowly  against  the 
friction  of  the  glass,  finally  snowballing, 
overwhelming,  giving  in  to  the  gravity  of  the 
earth. 

Was  this  inspiration?  He  opens  one  of  his 
books,  The  Snows  of  Kilimanjaro,  one  he  had 
read  for  a  paper.  If  s  his  favorite  prose  in 
literature,  the  thoughts  of  Hemingway's 
character  who  is  a  writer  who  knows  he  is  dying. 
For  him,  it  is  a  statement  of  his  feelings  as  a 
writer: 
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Now  he  would  never  write  the  things  he 
had  saved  to  write  until  he  knew  enough  to 
write  them  well.    Well,  he  would  not  have  to  fail 
at  trying  to  write  them  either.    Maybe  you  could 
never  write  them,  and  that  was  why  you  put 
them  off  and  delayed  the  starting.     Well  he 
would  never  know,  now. 

He  closed  the  book.  That's  me.  I'll  never 
write  anything  because  I  don't  know  anything 
well  enough.  He  fingers  through  the  other 
books,  checking  the  expiration  dates. 
Hawthorne,  Joyce,  Yeats,  Faulkner.  They  would 
sit  underneath  the  table  by  his  desk,  waiting, 
expectant,  gathering  with  dust.  They  would 
move  only  for  the  vacuum  cleaner,  opened  only 
if  every  college  football  player  dies  in  a  massive 
series  of  plane  crashes  and  cable  T.V.  is  out- 
lawed in  his  house.  His  car  begins  to  fog  up,  his 
breathing  warm  and  rhythmic  with  the  tracing 
of  the  raindrops.  He  drops  the  book  down  onto 
the  floorboard  and  picks  up  his  writing  journal. 
He  holds  a  pen  to  the  paper  and  waits  for  it  to 
move:  two  black  women  walking  out  of  the 
library,  a  burly  man  with  a  black  tie  and  green 


suit  walking  like  a  homosexual,  a  mangy  dog 
pissing  on  a  car  nearby.  The  storm  grows  worse, 
the  wind  shakes  his  car  like  a  small  earthquake, 
like  a  rocking  cradle,  like  a  rotten  leaf. 

No  more  words  to  put  down,  though.  No 
verbs  of  action,  only  ignorance,  apathy.  He 
injects,  stabs,  eases  the  key  into  the  ignition, 
drives  home  the  back  way,  through  the  puddled 
streets  of  the  old  oak  neighborhoods,  running  his 
tires  through  the  mirror-like  pools  which 
glimmer  and  break  with  each  drop  from  an 
hanging  limb.  He  is  helping  the  storm  to  die. 

When  he  pulls  into  his  driveway,  he 
knows  he  is  just  in  time  to  watch  the  climax  of 
Lethal  Weapon  II.   The  ticking  of  the  engine 
reminds  him  of  his  books,  but  he  is  tired.  Maybe 
tomorrow.  He  opens  the  den  door  and  is  swept 
away  by  that  sleepy,  homey  feeling  for  those 
who've  been  gone  too  long.  But  he  is  no 
stranger  to  this  place;  he  knows  what  to  do.  He 
eases  back  in  the  easy  chair,  remote  control  in 
hand,  cable  guide  by  his  side,  empty  stare  ready, 
because  once  again,  at  least  for  now,  his  mood 
isn't  right. 
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Bloody  and  Blunt 

Leslie  Nuby 


The  Thane's  Wife 


She  stood  on  a  battlement  that  black-lavender  night 

and  watched  and  waited  for  her  husband  to  return. 

The  wind  whipped  her  claret  hair, 

and  her  silken  dress  became  emerald  liquid  in  her  wake. 

The  parchment,  held  in  her  trembling  hand,  prophesied  greatness: 

"Hail,  king  that  shalt  be!" 

and  the  chance  of  a  lifetime,  or  deathtime, 

was  almost  within  her  grasp. 

She  savored  her  bloody  thoughts,  tasted  them, 

stroked  them  as  she  stroked  her  high  brow; 

the  same  delicate  fingers  that  once  stroked  a  babe, 

the  same  iron  fingers  that  so  often  stroked  the  great  Glamis. 

Lifting  her  dark  eyes  to  the  churning  sky, 

the  words  hissed  from  her  lips: 

Come,  you  spirits  that  tend  on  mortal  thoughts, 

unsex  me  here;  and  fill  me 

from  the  crown  to  the  toe, 

top-full  of  direst  cruelty. 

She  was  no  sorceress,  her  only  magic 

was  the  glittering  flame  of  ambition 

contained  in  a  fluttering  heart. 

Heaven  would  sleep  tonight, 

unable  to  peek  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 

and  the  flower  of  Scotland 

would  be  broken  by  the  pair  of  serpents  under  it. 

—  Chris  Graham 
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Growing  Season 

The  sky  is  still 

grey  but  the  trees 

show  signs  of  greening 

in  this  city  built 

just  after  the  Chicago  fire — 

a  hundred  years  ago.  You 

point  out  buildings;  I  like 

the  very  old  and  very  new 

the  best,  most  of  all 

the  churches  in  their  silent 

foreverness.  Dark  and  cool 

is  good  for  remembering 

winter's  sleeping  dreams. 

This  need  for  you 

is  seasonal,  coming 

as  it  does  each  year 

with  the  February  jonquils. 

At  the  sight  of  you 

my  body  takes 

that  short  deep  breath 

it  needs  for  growing, 

holding  it 

close  in  your  absence. 

My  life  and  longing  melt 

with  the  rivers,  snow 

under  sunshine,  so  icy 

clear  I  see  through 

them  to  the  mud  underneath, 

drink  them  in, 

and  dig  my  toes  into  the  bank. 

—Heather  Dunn 
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Running  With  Angels 

Brett  Kennedy 


Cousin  Alvin  had  to  be  escorted  out  of  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  the  Advent  today.  Ifs  an  old 
Episcopal  church  downtown  across  from  the  old 
Women's  Missionary  Union  building  and  just  up 
the  street  from  the  Courthouse  and  City  Hall.  The 
police  say  he  was  "disturbing  the  peace."  I  am  not 
surprised.  He,  not  unlike  my  slightly  crazed 
mother,  has  disturbed  the  peace  of  my  family  on 
more  than  one  occasion.  Nor  is  this  his  first 
encounter  with  the  law.  Several  years  back,  Alvin 
made  it  his  duty  to  commemorate  Lady  Godiva's 
famous  ride  by  recreating  it  right  here  in 
Birmingham.  But  much  to  Alvin's  frustration, 
horses  are  not  as  easy  to  come  by  as  perhaps  they 
once  were.  So  he  was  forced  to  go  as  he  put  it  sans 
equis,  and  in  honor  of  Miss  Godiva,  he  also  went  au 
naturel.  In  the  middle  of  the  day,  he  marched, 
proudly  I  am  sure,  up  13th  Avenue  in  front  of 
Ramsay  High  School  (where  I  incidentally  was  a 
sophomore  at  the  time),  past  the  fashionable  Cobb 
Lane  restaurant,  down  to  20th  street  where  he  was 
met  by  a  mounted  patrol  of  the  Birmingham  police 
department.  Alvin's  only  query  to  the  officers  was, 
"Where  ever  did  you  get  your  horse?"  He  has  since 
made  it  an  annual  event. 

You  see,  Alvin  is  a  bit  eccentric.  He  hasn't 
always  been  that  way.  Somewhere  between 
boarding  school—Salisbury  in  Connecticut-and 
college— Sewanee,  because  he  didn't  get  into 
Princeton— Alvin  went  from  being  average  to  being 
a  true  original.  Grandmother  says  Sewanee  made 
him  crazy.  I  spent  my  first  two  years  there— I  didn't 
get  into  Princeton  either— and  I  know  that  four 
years  in  the  woods  with  a  bunch  of  Episcopalians 
from  Texas  reading  nothing  but  Andrew  Lytle  and 
Flannery  O'Connor  is  enough  to  make  anyone 
crazy.  But  to  hear  Alvin  speak  of  the  place  you'd 
think  Sewanee  was  heaven  on  earth.  He  was 
happiest,  it  seems,  communing  with  nature  and  his 
fellow  Episcopalians  while  lamenting  the  demise  of 
agrarianism  in  the  age  of  technology.  I  think  he 
liked  the  University's  fierce  Anglicanism,  for  as 
contradictory  as  it  might  sound,  Alvin  has,  by  all 
accounts,  always  been  a  pious  Episcopalian. 
Excepting  a  brief  flirtation  with  Judaism  in  the  early 
'70s. 


He  takes  his  politics  just  as  seriously  as  his 
religion.  Grandmother  says  he  has  always  been 
"political."  In  1964,  he  marched  for  civil  rights  for 
blacks.  Aunt  Edna  told  me  he  caused  quite  a  stir 
around  here,  after  all  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bull  Connor 
lived  only  two  houses  up  from  us  on  Clairmont. 
The  Commissioner  called  him  "a  damn  fool 
Communist,"  but  I  happen  to  know  he's  a 
Republican.  Two  years  ago,  we  went  to  the 
Courthouse  so  I  could  register  to  vote.  I  registered 
myself  as  a  Democrat.  I  asked  Alvin  what  his  part 
affiliation  was. 

"I  am  a  Republican,  of  course." 

"Why?"  I  asked. 

"Because  Episcopalians  are  always 
Republicans.. .after  all,  what  is  the  Episcopal 
Church  but  the  Republican  Party  at  prayer?" 

That  day,  I  nearly  became  a  Republican. 

Alvin's  encounter  with  the  police  today  at 
the  Advent  church  I'm  sure  is  bom  of  a  bizarre 
marriage  of  church  and  politics  as  only  his  mind 
could  concoct.  You  see,  Alvin  is  running  for  God. 
He  believes  the  incumbent  has  grown  "tired, 
flabby,  and  old"  while  in  office. 

"Sin  abounds  and  where  are  the  lightning 
bolts?  Where  is  the  God  of  the  Old  Testament 
when  we  need  him?   On  the  golf  course?"  Alvin 
asked  at  his  campaign  kickoff  rally  this  morning. 
His  platform  is  progressive— he  seems  to  be  a  God 
we  can  work  with.  He  promised  to  lengthen 
lifespans,  to  revise  the  Commandments,  and  even 
bring  "Matlock"  back  to  TV  in  the  fall  schedule. 

Alvin  is  looking  for  running  mates,  for  the 
Son  and  the  Holy  Ghost.  He  offered  me  a  place  on 
the  ticket  saying  my  being  a  Methodist  would  add 
an  ecumenical  twist  to  the  campaign.  I  had  to  turn 
him  down— I  just  don't  think  I'm  qualified.  So  if 
there  is  anyone  out  there  interested  in  rounding  out 
the  Trinity  let  me  know,  and  I  will  forward  your 
name  and  resume  to  Alvin.  If  you  want  to  help 
elect  him— "A  God  We  Can  Work  With"— put  your 
donations  in  the  collection  plate  next  Sunday. 
Don't  worry,  if  he's  omnipotent  and  all-powerful 
enough  to  be  God,  he'll  get  the  money  somehow. 
Who  knows  what  will  happen— after  all,  they  said 
Truman  couldn't  win  either. 
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The  Passion 

Alex  O'Briant 


Coffee  Mate 


We  brunched  at  our  favorite  pancake  house  that  day. 

Through  ringlets  of  smoke  and  sips  of  coffee 

(both  with  cream,  mine  with  sugar) 

we  bantered  and  quipped  in  our  usual  fashion, 

sharing  each  others  cigarettes  and  pancakes  and  loves. 

I  chided  you  for  flirting  with  the  waiter 

who  scurried  throughout  the  cafe; 

and  like  a  splash  of  spilled  grease, 

you  heatedly  reminded  me  of  another  instance 

when  I  had  done  the  flirting. 

Always  the  perfectionist,  you  sent  your  eggs 

back  to  the  steamy,  bacon-scented  kitchen 

(the  whites  were  too  runny) 

while  I  gobbled  down  my  food. 

That  was  the  first  of  the  brunches 

and  lunches,  and  dinners  and  days 

we  have  shared.  Your  Renaissance  face  and  maple  syrup  hair 

has  appeared  at  my  side  continually 

this  brilliant  red  and  gold  autumn. 

No  impenetrable  silences  occur 

when  we  had  nothing  to  say, 

only  the  peaceful  clinking  of  silver. 

In  the  winter's  blue  air 

we  will  drink  steaming  coffee 

from  thermoses,  our  fingers 

as  thick  as  children's  crayons 

in  our  woolen  gloves. 

And  throughout  the  seasons  for  years  to  come, 

I  will  always  smile 

when  you  finish  my  sentences. 

-Chris  Graham 
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Coffee  Shoppe  2  a.m. 

Brandon  Mcintosh 


Solitary 


this  is  my  choice: 
to  live  unhindered 
by  any  but  myself 
(hindrance  enough), 
strange  that  I  talk  around 
my  solitude,  the  rituals 
I  perform  alone. 
I  dance  clockwise 
in  the  whispering  dark, 
leave  offerings 
of  bread  and  water 
and  candlelight 
on  the  windowsill, 
talk  to  the  moon 
and  trees,  sometimes 
they  answer,  most  times 
they  talk  to  themselves 
and  I  listen,  learning 
their  words.  I  leave 
mine  in  return 
to  hang  frosted  in  the  air, 
wash  in  with  the  rain, 
float  in  moon  halos 
on  cloudy  nights. 

—Heather  Dunn 
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When  I  Get  Home 


I  trudge  into  the  living  room, 

throw  my  box  onto  the  coffee  table, 

and  pull  the  remote  control 

from  the  crevice  in  the  sofa. 

Pushing  the  power  button,  I  open  the  box 

and  pull  a  piece  of  pepperoni  and  double  cheese,  part  of  it 

sticking  like  string  on  a  kite. 

Bullets  and  mud 

fly  across  my  television  as  I  watch 

the  latest  Vietnam  movie. 

Soldiers  stand 

while  mud  seeps  into  their  boots, 

becoming  a  part  of  them. 

White  eyes  dart  out 

from  mud-cake  darkened  faces, 

bulging  in  paranoia, 

they  search  for  something  trying  to  kill  them. 

Dying  screams  filter  through 

artillery-battered  ears, 

friends  and  enemies 

falling  to  muddy  graves. 

They  retreat  as  gunshots  cease 

and  the  hill  looms  ahead, 

dotted  with  carcasses 

like  scales  on  a  lizard. 

They  break  camp  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 

smoking  and  laughing 

to  avoid  reports  of  dead  friends. 

A  tall  one,  bold  at  having  killed, 

says  he  fights  for  a  return  to  his  wife. 

Another  dirt  devil 

longs  for  a  drink  at  his  hometown  bar. 

One  by  one  they  cry  motives 

to  resist  monotonous  encounters  with  death 

in  their  new  world  of  jungle  trees, 

mosquitoes,  and  heart  stopping  heat. 

An  18-year-old  runt  cries, 

When  I  get  home, 

I'm  going  to  order  the  biggest  pizza  I  can  find. 

I  choke  on  a  pepperoni 

and  spit  my  mouthful 

onto  the  cardboard  box  in  front  of  me. 


~  Duke  Gatsos 
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Centrosphere 


He  has  a  choice — 

And  he  decides  to  sink  into  the  earth. 

First  he  buries  his  feet,  then  his  knees, 

His  ribs,  his  shoulders,  his  face... 

And  finally  he  is  completely  submerged 

In  the  warm  black  mud 

As  the  beetles  and  insect  larvae  swim 

In  the  rainwater  about  his  head. 

His  strong  hands  tunnel  below  him  until 

He  hits  a  rock  and  is  dismayed. 

But  his  blind  fingers  discover  its  horizons 

And  he  continues  to  plunge  deeper  and  deeper 

Into  his  self-inflicted  night... 

Soon  he  tires — 

He  is  now  deep  within  the  pulsating,  warm  earth 

In  a  place  that  has  only  known 

The  sound  and  motion  of  newborn  stone. 

He  is  comfortable — his  arms  are  wrapped  around  his  knees, 

And  a  soothing  heat  drains  into  his  exhausted  limbs. 

He  smiles  and  closes  his  unseeing  eyes, 

Imagining  that  it  is  sunwarmth  that  he  feels  on  his  face. 

—  Cindy  Jackson 
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Lighting 

Hazed  eyes  yawn 

as  the  morning  sun  filters 

into  the  cool  room 

like  yellowed  confetti 

drifting  down 

and  between  the  Venetian 

blinds  of  lethargy. 

Collapsing  eyelids  latch 

flat  against  sun 

warming  the  still  room. 

—  June  Rowell 


Hold 


I  roll  the  tight  acorn 
between  my  fingers. 
I  stole  it  from  the  yard. 
Firm  and  real, 
it  appeals  to  me. 
It  does  not  melt 
between  the  heat 
of  my  fingers 
as  butterfly  wings  do. 

—  June  Rowell 
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Sending 


I  stood  brushing  the  pins  from  my  hair, 
and  with  every  stroke  I  felt  you  nearer. 
Each  stroke  a  heartbeat,  louder,  harder, 
tugging  at  my  hair  and  ears  and  soul 

Then  you  were  there,  and  you  took 

the  brush  from  my  hand  and 

stroked  until  the  fire  poured 

from  my  brain  and  down  my  back 

like  a  living  thing, 

like  the  growing  thing  that  is  between  us  now  and 

will  be  between  us  forever. 

And  I  do  not  know  if  this  growing  thing 
will  heal  us  or  hurt  us, 
seal  us  together  or  send  us  apart, 
but  I  do  know  that 

it  will  not  stop  growing 

the  way  you  stopped,  and  put 
the  brush  back  in  my  hand, 
and  left  as  secretly 

as  you  had  come. 

—  Laura  Underwood 
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And  When  I'm  Swimming  Over  You 


and  when  I'm  swimming  over  you 

(your  eyes  closing  slowly,  your  face  giving  way 

melting    swaying) 
and  when  you're  sliding  sliding 
trying  to  save  yourself  one  moment  longer  you  don't 
want  to  go  just  yet  I  try  to  save  you  hold  you  there 
but  I'm  already  flooding  inside 
I  fall  over  the  edge  over  and 
over — a  precipice  we  fall  from — and  again 
icing  on  a  cupcake  collapsing  under  my 
body's  weight 
I  cannot  hold  you  still 

—Leslie  Nuby 
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Subterranean  Lovesong 


i crave 

the  emerald  castle  of  your  eyes 

climb  upward  to  the  spire 

you  (Elf) 

go  to  the  end  of  the  soft  black  darkness 

pass  through  the  tunnel  through  the 

night  wood 

the  roots  and  branches  intertwine 

catch  your  shoe,  you'll  have  to  leave  it 

a  warm  sweet-smelling  cave 

for  darkness  born  and  born  again 

dying  all  the  time 

you  burrow  into  my  love 

you  bury  your  soft  sweet  face  inside  my  hair 

tangle  in  my  roots 

fill  your  hands  with  moist  warm  earth 

but  you  are  a  crystal  castle  i  must  scale 

shining  brilliant 

seagreen  ice  and  diamonds  by  the  shore 

my  love 

—  Kim  Witcher 
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Coming  Down 

Susanna  B.  Hayes 


If  there  was  ever  a  time  when  she  felt 
close  to  him  it  was  on  those  late  afternoons  when 
the  moon  began  to  upstage  the  sun  and  the 
domesticated  geese  headed  downtown  in  hope 
of  passersby  with  bread  and  she  knew  he 
couldn't  hear  her  calling  because  he  was  up  on 
the  roof  searching  that  vast  theater  of  sky  for  one 
fleeting  glimpse  of  the  traveling  V  of  birds  who 
would  never  be  shot  down  from  flight.  It  was 
then  that  he  sat  on  the  highest  part  of  the  house 
(otherwise  he  was  profoundly  acrophobic)  just 
about  supper-time  and  listened  and  watched, 
hearing  and  seeing  only  those  geese  and  nothing 
else  mattered  to  him  then,  only  the  birds.  If  they 
came  by  and  especially  if  they  flew  close  enough 
that  he  didn't  have  to  curse  himself  for  not 
bringing  the  binoculars,  if  the  geese  came 
through  that  field  of  sky  between  the  rising 
moon  and  the  setting  sun  and  he  could  see  them, 
clearly,  he  would  be  happy.  And  not  just  happy 
but  content  in  the  knowledge  that  he  had  taken 
that  chance  and  his  intuition  was  right  and  he 
had  not  sat  upon  the  shingles  which  he  installed 
himself  and  become  preoccupied  with  the  faulty 
rhythm  of  the  tiles  and  the  rotting-away-already 
drainpipe  which  he  put  in  just  two  years  before 


because  those  things  caught  his  attention  when 
the  geese  weren't  there  and  then,  hearing  her 
voice,  he  would  come  down  and  offer  to  set  the 
table  but  then  would  forget  about  supper 
altogether  and  stare  at  the  T.V.  set  until  she 
asked  him  to  their  bed.  On  those  nights  she  saw 
his  eyes,  ashen  green  brimmed  with  flecks  of 
sawdust,  and  they  swelled,  they  actually 
enlarged  like  the  bulbous  tail  of  a  balloon  poodle 
squeezed  in  a  small  child's  hand  and  she 
remembered  all  over  again  what  the  phrase 
"bursting  with  tears"  meant.  After  he  fell  asleep 
she  would  listen  to  the  quiet  murmurs  and  sleep 
sounds  until  she  heard  him  speak,  clearly,  in 
sentences,  and  he  would  laugh  or  cry,  usually 
cry,  and  reveal  what  it  was  that  had  made  his 
eyes  swell  and  she  would  place  his  shaking  head 
on  the  flat  part  of  her  chest  where  her  heart  is 
and  soon  the  beating  would  pacify  him  back  into 
murmurs  then  sleep  sounds  then  nothing.  In  the 
morning  he  would  be  up  early  and  he  would 
wake  her  and  say,  "I  had  a  strange  dream.  But 
if  s  okay  now.  Go  back  to  sleep."  And  he  would 
kiss  her  eyes,  one  then  the  other,  and  leave  for 
his  shift  at  the  nursing  home. 


Daisy  Chains 


late  summer — 

long,  slow  days  in  the  garden 

always  make  me  yearn  for  you. 

ifs  been  two  years,  she's  almost  seven  now. 

very  tall,  very  fair — though  the  sun 

has  turned  her  golden — still  blonde. 

always  laughing,  she  remembers  you 

a  little,  mamma's  best  friend. 

still  talks  about  your  stories 

and  the  marzipan  animals 

you  made  that  day  it  rained — 

i've  never  learned  to  do  it  right. 

it  rained  so  hard  that  day 

the  sky  and  earth  seemed  one: 

liquid,  gleaming,  silver-blue, 

do  you  remember?  she  slept 

through  the  afternoon;  you  read. 

i  listened  to  the  thunder 

and  waited,  for  you. 

late  that  night,  but  early, 

you  left. 

she'd  made  us  each  a  daisy  chain 

for  a  surprise,  but  forgotten  them 

in  the  sudden  summer  storm,  next  day 

i  found  them  lying  in  the  garden  path, 

still  whole,  still  beautiful. 

sparkling  with  rainwater.  Come  back. 

—  Kim  Witcher 
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Virgin 


Heather  Dunn 


Even  the  island's  name  was  perfect: 
Caladesi.  We  took  the  ferry  out  one  day  the 
summer  I  was  thirteen.  On  the  way  over,  we 
discussed  the  rumor  that  the  Florida  State  Park 
Service  had  ensured  that  the  only  building  on 
the  island  was  the  little  store  at  the  ferry  dock. 
Growing  up  in  a  land  of  fourteen-story  resort 
hotels  and  jillions  of  tourists,  an  undeveloped 
stretch  of  beach  was  already  mythical.  We 
landed  at  a  simple  pine  plank  dock  to  discover 
that  the  beach—the  one  we'd  come  for— was  a 
mile  hike  across  the  island.  So  we  set  out,  a 
thirty-five-year-old  Sunday  School  teacher  and 
seven  thirteenish  girls  in  bathing  suits  and  flip- 
flops.  The  only  thing  that  makes  Florida 
bearable  in  August  is  the  beach.  And  we  were 
stuck  inland  dodging  lizards,  flying  cockroaches, 
and  the  occasional  armadillo.  Our  shoes 
sprayed  stinging  sand  at  everyone  in  a  three  foot 
radius.  Somehow  my  body  seemed  to  draw 
sand  out  of  the  air  to  grit  between  lycra  and 
sweaty  skin.  Too  slowly,  the  jungle  of  pine  trees 
and  low,  scrubby,  grey-green  palmettoes 
thinned. 


We  erupted  onto  the  beach,  running  for 
the  water,  dropping  towels  and  suntan  oil  and 
beach  bags  and  radios  in  our  wake,  letting  t- 
shirts  and  flip-flops  lie  where  they  fell.  The 
powdered-sugar  sand  was  as  hot  as  a  sidewalk, 
just  softer.  We  shuffled  into  the  water,  proper 
natives,  knowing  that  August  was  stingray 
season.  The  water  was  even  saltier  than  our 
sweat,  so  clear  and  blue  I  could  see  the  bottom 
thirty  feet  out.  The  sunshine  smelled  of  coconut 
oil  as  the  seagulls  shrieked  the  sunbathers  to 
sleep.  We  played.  I  did  one-handed 
handstands,  holding  my  nose  with  the  other 
hand  to  keep  out  the  saltwater.  On  the  wind  we 
heard  the  mutterings  of  other  swimmers  racing 
for  shore.  "Stingray,  stingray."  Before  we  could 
move,  the  school  of  stingrays  passed  through 
our  little  group,  weaving  silent  strands  of 
ancient  power,  gliding  on  down  the  beach.  I 
reached  out  and  barely  touched  one  smooth 
wing  tip,  so  clearly  seen  through  the  water  of 
Caladesi.  I  breathed  the  salt  air  in  deep,  a  breath 
to  keep,  the  air  of  a  beach  with  no  cigarette  butts. 
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Observatory 


I  bury  myself  beneath  the  rough  wool  blanket, 

shielding  my  face  from  the  ice 

flung  up  by  the  tractor's  churning  tires. 

Glad  that  the  roar  of  the  engine 

muffles  my  chattering  relatives, 

I  stretch  out  my  legs 

and  turn  my  face  towards  the  darkened  sky 

to  chart  our  turns  by  the  stars. 

I  remember  being  ten,  on  this  same  route 

and  crammed  next  to  my  arch-enemy  cousin. 

He  threw  snowballs  at  the  passing  Amish  buggies 

while  I  stared  in  horror, 

petrified  that  he  would  turn  on  me. 

That  ride  I  wished  on  a  shooting  star 

only  to  be  informed 

It's  an  airplane,  stupid. 

Now  the  bristled  product  of  the  Coast  Guard  Academy, 

he  is  the  center  of  attention 

in  a  sea  of  relatives, 

pointing  out  constellations. 

He  smiles  at  the  nephew  on  his  knee 

straining  to  see  Canis  major. 

I  catch  his  eye  and  watch  him  laugh; 

the  stars  are  still  the  same. 

—  Ellen  Schendel 


A  Cup  of  Coffee 

Somehow  strangers  know 

I  can  conjure 

fifty  cents  no  matter  what 

I  wear.  Joes  and  Freds  and  Harrys 

hunt  me  down  in  this  January  cafe. 

My  sweater  and  my  steaming  cup 

give  me  away  but  I  cannot  do 

without  them.  Between  the 
window  and  the  people,  I  eavesdrop, 
learn  the  power  behind  their  words, 
learn  their  names 
and  how  to  make  them 
trust  me.  I,  too,  love 
coffee  in  the  cold.  Calypso 
and  Circe  chose  islands.  Power 
alone  cannot  keep  us  warm. 

--  Heather  Dunn 
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Bein'  There 

Susanna  B.  Hayes 


Joe  stopped  walking  when  he  saw  her, 
dropping  his  lanky  arms  to  his  sides  as  if  he  was 
exhausted  and  bending  his  knees  as  though  he 
was  on  the  verge  of  falling  backwards,  "Aahhhh 
man,  you  should' ve  been  there!  The  trail  was 
deserted.  It  was  massive!"  He  made  his 
declarations  to  a  point  just  above  Isis's  head,  like 
he  was  talking  to  a  god  or  something. 

"Which  one  did  you  go  on?" 

"It  was  that  one  by  the  rest  stop  where  we 
went  that  other  time  except  we  didn't  go  on  the 
loop.  We  went  straight  back  where  the  trail 
crosses  the  paved  road  then  carried  our  bikes 
through  this  cool  stream  onto  this  connecting 
trail.  It  was  so  happening.  Man,  you  should' ve 
been  there!" 

Isis  stood  with  one  hand  pressed  against 
her  forehead  and  the  other  dangling  a  small 
purse  on  a  long  string.  She  looked  like  one  of 
those  "Gee,  I  could've  had  a  V-8" commercials. 
Joe  just  bobbed  his  head  up  and  down  and 
continued,  "Churchill  had  the  most  ridiculous 
weed.  It  was  massive.  We  found  this  cave-" 

"No  way!  On  the  expressway  trail?" 

"Yeah,  but  it  was  further  than  we  went 
that  other  time.  So  we  found  this  cave  and  hung 
out  smoking  for  about  a  half  hour  and  then  it 
rained-" 

"No  way!"  Isis  switched  her  V-8  hands 
and  shook  her  head. 

"-yeah,  so  it  got  super  muddy  because 
already  it  was  kind  of  soft,  you  know.  And  we 


were  so  psyched  that  we  didn't  leave  our 
helmets.  So  we're  like  'Yeah,  this  is  perfect!'  and 
we  get  back  on  our  bikes  and  rage  down  this 
series  of  downhills-" 

"Were  you  sliding?" 

"-Man  yeah  we  were  sliding  but  it  was 
cool  because  the  ground  was  so  soft,  so  when  I 
crashed-" 

"No  way!  You  busted?" 

"-ahh  man  it  was  like  the  most  massive 
bust  of  all  time!  This  mud  puddle  looked 
shallow  and  we  had  just  been  through  a  bunch 
of  them  so  I  thought  it  was  about  the  same 
depth,  you  know?  So  I  came  flying  down  this 
hill,"  Joe  squatted  into  a  biking  position  and 
squinted  his  eyes,  "and  went  into  a  slide  just 
before  I  hit  the  water  but  I  wasn't  worried  but 
then,  out  of  nowhere  it  was  like  the  invisible 
drop-off-" 

"No  way!  How  deep?" 

"-About  20  inches  I  think,  but  get  this, 
Churchill  was  coming  right  behind  me  and  I  was 
still  trying  to  figure  out  what  just  happened  so  I 
didn't  have  time  to  warn  him  and  BAAM!"  Joe 
contorted  his  body  out  of  the  bike  pose  and 
made  crashing  noises  while  Isis  bowed  up  and 
down  like  a  cartoon  Japanese  wash  woman, 
laughing  and  saying  "No  way!  No  way!" 

Joe  started  bowing  with  laughter,  too, 
then  sighed  and  said,  "We  looked  Like  a  couple 
of  mud  wrestlers.  Yeah  man,  you  should' ve  been 
there." 
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African  Man 

Ashley  McClendon 


Lines  Written  for 

Manuel  and  Maria  Gonzales, 

On  the  Occasion  of  Their  Immortality 


They  sit  still  as  statues 

cast  in  silver. 

Timeless  as  angels, 

they  wear  their  Sunday  best 

for  a  forgotten  jubilee. 

His  stern  eyes  stare 

from  beneath  a  wide  brow. 

(My  mother  tells  me  they  are  blue.) 

The  watch  chain  at  his  waist 

bespeaks  will,  persistence,  prosperity. 

(Mom  says  he  was  a  tyrant.) 

She  sits  opposite  him, 

soft  in  her  silence. 

One  can  suppose  that  he  must  have  torn 

her  maidenhood  from  her 

on  their  wedding  night  in  the  Middle  Sea 

much  in  the  way  he  forced  a  living 

from  this  new,  unwilling  land. 

The  children  appear  between; 

fascination  animates  their 

faces  to  half  smiles. 

They  are  innocent. 

They  do  not  acknowledge 

the  past  they  will  create. 

They  hold  their  poses 
more  powerfully  than  time. 
Their  eyes  spiral  through  me. 
I  could  never  have  crossed 
the  bridges  they  burned. 

—  Daniel  Evans 
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Pursuit 

Brad  Coltrane 


Jenny's  breath  came  hard  and  fast  as  she 
stopped  at  the  tree  that  was  leaning  over  the 
creek.  Usually  the  tree  was  a  happy  place,  to 
lean  out  over  the  water  or  carve  your  initials. 
Now  it  was  a  place  to  offer  her  just  a  moment's 
rest,  but  only  a  moment.  How  far  have  I  run,  she 
wondered,  knowing  she  wasn't  much  good  with 
distances  anyway.  The  houses  were  a  long  way 
away,  and  this  was  the  part  of  the  woods  she 
wasn't  too  familiar  with.  It  was  getting  dark,  but 
she  couldn't  stop.  Not  yet,  not  for  a  while.  He 
wouldn't  give  up  until  he  had  caught  her,  and 
maybe  not  even  then. 

She  climbed  down  into  the  creek  bed, 
sliding  gently  down  the  soft  earth  wall.  The 
ground  down  here  was  muddy,  but  the  creek 
had  been  drying  up  for  a  while.  It  made  running 
difficult,  but  the  banks  surrounding  her  on  both 
sides  at  least  provided  her  some  protection, 
something  that  might  let  her  slip  past  his  view. 
Jenny  tried  to  slow  her  breathing,  suddenly  it 
sounded  so  loud  she  knew  it  would  give  her 
away,  and  it  would  be  all  over.  If  only  she  could 
reach  the  pipe...there  she  would  be  safe.  The 
rocks  scattered  along  the  creek  bed  rattled  under 
her  bare  feet,  but  she  tried  to  avoid  them, 
looking  at  the  step  ahead  of  her  and  trying  to 
keep  an  eye  out  for  him  at  the  same  time.  She 
stumbled  on  a  tree  limb,  scraping  the  heels  of 
her  hands  on  a  piece  of  cement  someone  had 
tossed  in  the  creek.  But  she  kept  running... just  a 
little  further. 

Suddenly  it  was  there,  right  ahead  of  her. 
This  part  of  the  creek  was  fed  by  a  large 
corrugated  drain  pipe  that  connected  it  to  a 
larger  stream  at  some  point.  During  summers 
they  used  the  drain  pipe  to  hide  all  sorts  of 


valuable  toys  and  secret  treasures.  Now  she 
would  use  it  to  hide  herself.  She  made  it  up  to 
the  mouth  of  the  pipe  where  a  tiny  stream  of 
water  trickled  out.  It  would  be  a  pretty  tight  fit, 
but  she  had  done  it  before.  She  gave  one  more 
quick  look  around  the  forest  behind  her,  making 
sure  he  wouldn't  follow  her  in.  She  had  to  both 
step  up  and  duck  her  head  to  enter  the  pipe,  but 
she  made  it  into  a  tight  crawl  position  and 
slowly  began  moving  forward.  The  wet,  ridged 
metal  was  tough  on  her  knees,  and  it  was 
completely  dark  just  a  few  feet  into  the  pipe.  She 
inched  toward  the  circle  of  light  ahead,  which 
she  knew  opened  onto  another  creek  bed.  It  was 
slow  moving,  and  her  breathing,  her  crawling, 
every  sound  was  amplified  as  it  echoed  through 
the  pipe.  It  wasn't  more  than  twenty  feet,  but  it 
could  have  just  as  easily  been  twenty  miles. 

She  stopped  just  a  couple  of  feet  short  of 
the  other  end,  trying  to  look  out  into  the  fading 
light,  to  see  if  it  was  clear.  She  thought  about 
springing  out,  assuming  he  wasn't  there  (how 
could  he  be  out  there?)  and  making  a  run  for  it. 
But  what  if  he  was  there,  standing  on  top  of  the 
pipe?  Then  she  was  dead.  She  inched  a  little 
closer  to  the  opening,  trying  to  see  out  a  little 
more  while  remaining  in  the  pipe's  shadow.  She 
was  surprised  that  her  neck  could  stretch  so  far 
as  she  strained,  trying  to  sense  if  he  was  out 
there,  waiting.... 

An  arm  shot  into  the  pipe,  right  at  her 
face,  but  she  balled  up,  and  all  his  hand  could 
grasp  was  some  hair.  She  let  out  a  scream  of 
absolute  fear  tinged  with  delight,  filling  the  pipe 
and  all  the  forest.  Then  laughter.  "Gotcha!"  he 
shouted.  "You're  it!" 
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A  Yellow  Leaf  Shaped  Like  a  Hand 


a  yellow  leaf  shaped  like  a  hand 

fell  onto  my  open  book 

i  pressed  my  hand  against  it 

to  hold  it,  to  feel 

something  like  a  memory 

it  crumbled 

(tiny  fragments,  saffron-colored, 

crackling  and  whispery, 

blew  across  the  page) 

your  hand  was  like  an  island 

i  traced  the  long  keen  scar 

where  fragile  shells  and  coral 

crashed  against  the  rocks 

lay  the  sad  curve  of  my  cheek 

where  blue  sky  and  sunlight 

mixed  in  the  shadows 

of  rippling  sand 

you  told  me 

you  can  blind  the  sirens 

floating  mirrors  on  the  mid-day 

green-glass  waves 

watch  their  dark  eyes  dance  with  light 

—  Kim  Witcher 
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Perspective:   The  Fountain 

Alex  O'Briant 


A  Conversation 


Brad  Coltrane 


Roxy  was  sitting  on  the  pull-out  sofa  that 
was  the  main  piece  of  furniture  in  the  mobile 
home.  A  menthol  cigarette  dangled  from  her 
fingers,  flakes  of  ash  falling  onto  the  thin  carpet. 

"Sonny,  don't  lie  to  me."  She  looked 
straight  ahead,  but  her  voice  was  aimed  at  the 
adjoining  bedroom.  "You  hear  me,  Sonny?  You 
better  not  be  lyin'  to  me." 

The  toilet  flushed  loudly,  and  Sonny 
reappeared  in  the  doorway,  not  quite  entering 
their  small  den.  Somehow  he  fit  back  into  his 
shirt  and  slowly,  carefully  tucked  it  into  his 
jeans. 

"If  I  find  out  you  been  lyin'  to  me, 
Sonny  - " 

"I  ain't  lyin'  to  you,  Rox,  and  I  wisht 
you'd  drop  it." 

"This  one  ain't  for  droppin',  Sonny,  not  til 
I'm  satisfied."  The  last  word  sizzled  off  her 
tongue  and  was  punctuated  by  a  long,  deliberate 
drag  on  her  menthol. 

"What  I  got  to  lie  for,  anyway?"  He 
walked  slowly  across  her  line  of  fire  into  the 
kitchen,  opening  the  fridge  even  though  he 
wasn't  the  least  bit  hungry.  "I'd  tell  you  if  I 
seen  her." 

"You  don't  got  to  tell  me,  Sonny.  I 
already  knowd  you  seen  her.  I  want  you  to  tell 
me  why." 

"What  you  gettin'  all  bowed  up  on  me 


for?"  He  wanted  one  last  way  to  get  out  of  this 
whole  argument  before  it  got  too  bad.  He 
turned  from  the  fridge  to  look  at  her.  A  thin  tear 
streaked  down  her  cheek.  "And  why7 re  you 
cryin'?  I  din  do  nothin'." 

"I  just  want  a  little  honesty,  thafs  all, 
Sonny,  thafs  all."  She  wiped  her  face  with  a 
quick  sweep  of  her  hand.  "A  woman's  got 
certain  needs,  you  know." 

He  kept  his  distance  across  the  tiny  den, 
looking  away  out  the  small  plastic-covered 
window.  "Yeah,  I  sure  do." 

"I  just  been  real  emotional  lately,  thafs 
all."  She  squeezed  out  the  cigarette  into  the  little 
ash  tray,  then  cradled  the  stub  in  her  hand 
before  dropping  it.  "I  don't  mean  to  bitch,  I  just 
want  you  to  understand." 

"I'm  tryin'  Roxy,  but  I  ain't  never  been 
too  quick  with  the  way  women  think  about 
things."  He  looked  at  the  floor,  at  a  spot  on  the 
carpet  that  would  be  worn  through  in  a  few 
months,  wondering  if  he  would  be  around  to  see 
the  floor. 

"I  know,  Sonny,  I  know."  She  tossed  back 
her  head  and  looked  at  the  ceiling  panels, 
thinking  they  were  probably  made  of  that  stuff 
that  gave  you  cancer.  "I  just  want  you  to  listen. 
If  s  not  gonna  be  easy  on  either  one  of  us  for  a 
while,  but  we  just  gotta  take  it  one  day  at  a  time, 
thafs  all." 
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No  Flash  Night 
Jennifer  Small 


Fouette 

Shanda  Beste 


The  Carriage  of  Catherine  the  Great 


He  skirts  the  room  in  a  methodical  circle 

to  scrutinize  each  painting, 

carefully  reading  every  date-ridden  plaque. 

I  can  see  the  names  and  events 

arrange  in  his  head, 

tidy  clusters,  sorted  rows — 

like  the  shoes  kept  in  his  narrow  closet. 

The  golden  carriage  distracts  me  from  him, 

and  I  move  toward  it,  mesmerized. 

I  stand  bolted  to  the  floor 

like  the  artifact  I  face, 

a  sponge  to  its  metallic- warm  shimmer, 

the  crimson  velvet  interior  piercing  me. 

Too  gaudy 

reverberates  from  behind  me. 

His  verdict  smashes  against  the  carriage 

with  the  force  of  an  iron  door  clanging  shut. 

—  Ellen  Schendel 
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She  Lies 


She  lies 

sunken  in  the 

blue  quilt 

her  back  to 

the  door 

memorizing  the  wall 

still 

like  a  doll  in  the  nursery 

waiting  for  human  touch 

He  enters 

His  shadow 

darkens  her  wall 

His  presence 

unfolds 

and  covers  her 

like  a  rough  blanket 

heavy,  uncomfortable 

She  shifts 

The  lamp  light 

goes  out 

—  Valerie  Whaley 
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